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THE THUNDERSLAMMERS
Christopher A. Zackey
Two individuals stood on the lnterbranch Transit platform at the Apricot Flat stop, somewhere in West Frondland. Out from them, the jungle stretched endlessly, not
only north, south, east and west, but also up and down.
There was no land, only tree interplaited to tree, like a
climbing apparatus in a children's playground. The insufferably humid realm seemed to thud like a huge, drowsy
heart.
"Are you going far into the interior?" Capst Fresen
asked, his eyes insufferably kind.
Prisniffy Opbobble flinched from him.
"Yes, very," she said, in a voice that both nipped a bite
and pulsed despair.
She was funny-looking, Capst judged. Her body was
knotty, or maybe flumphy, like a dust mop or a wild
dishtowel. She moved hunched in a slump and had a long
nose that was always sniffing at everything, even though
her yellowish hair was long and kind of pretty. He didn't
think she was a human. But then, neither was he. He was
a zend.
"I might just not ever come back again," she said defiantly, as she eyed his handsome, perfectly symmetrical
slimness, and, above all, those unabashedly compassionate
eyes. The young zend seemed done all in brown; brown
clothes, milk chocolate brown hair, a face like the shell of
a tan-colored egg.
"I might not come back, either, though I'm not sure it
would be of my option," he confided, jokingly, in a voice
gentle enough to catch birds with.
Prisniffy's raglike fibres hurt all over. Why did he have
to torment her so, by being so kind? Her face wrenched up
horribly, like a disgruntled dishcloth. She knew she wasn't
a human, a zend, or an animal. No, she was just some old
rag thing, a sort of scarecrow that some children made out
of old scraps of cloth one day. They called her "the prisniffy." But she had somehow come alive, and rag-things
needed to be loved, too. She had never had anybody love
her, ever. They had just made fun of her. But there was no
use being lemon-faced about it. She scrunched, and sniffed
some leaves.
Two eggplant-shaped wicker hanging basket-chairs
whizzed up on pulleys running along a cable. In the Frondland public transit system, these were the equivalent of
subway cars. Capst hopped one.
"See you, Prisniffy, • he waved cheerfully, having
telepathed her name. The rag-thing shook as if windblown.
He could see her queasily take seat in the other chair.
Pulling the go-cord, he propelled himself singingly into the
jungle's depths.
He liked Prisniffy, he thought happily, as oranges,
mangoes, papayas, and all manner of other fruit swifted

past him along the sides of the grono down which his
basket-chair sped. She had a nice essence. He never cared at
all what people looked like ... zenden never did. It was the
presence that counted. But for that matter, Prisniffy was a
lot prettier than she thought she was, and, unbeknownst
to her, was growing prettier and more softly girl-like all the
time. Anyway, no maner; Capst had business to do. A few
of the small grapefruit-like suns with which the jungle was
illuminated sped in front of him.
After about an hour's ride through leafed wastes perfumed by pink and purple flowers the size of old victrola
horns, he came to the shore of a rushing river. Since there
was no land in the jungle, only hanging growth, the river
was cylindrical, flowing through mid-air, and had its own
gravity running down its central spine. Thus, boats could
sail on any part of the cylinder and still seem right-side-up,
even though, with respect to the surrounding jungle, they
might be upside-down or sideways.
At a boat-rental place near the transit terminal, he got
off and rented a small outboard. Moments later he was
roaring upstream, the river's sharply curved horizon looming up like a frown in the windshield. He was headed
toward the Bananas Trading Post, which was responsible
for much of the flow of goods in West Frondland. Only
lately, the flow of goods had almost stopped, because the
trading post had been having a war with a newer outfit, the
Scales Trading Post. The Bananas Post, as he understood
it, was run by two monkeys, Eucalyptus and Erasmus,
while the Scales Post was run by an alligator and a crocodile, named Al and Crock. A lot of the animals in Frondland talked, forming a separate race; a lot of them didn't.
About a half hour past the odd intersection between his
river, the Wishyfish, and another river, the Greenfrond, he
spotted, up ahead, a high circular dock circumferencing the
entire river, with scores of little docks abutting like cards,
out to the sides. Hefty musters of longshoresmen gorillas
were on the docks trundling goods on and off of boats. H.is
heart gathered in gulp; he hoped none of these apes would
try to bother him. Usually zenden were seen as walking
peace badges, so there was no problem.
As he anchored his boat to a little dock, and walked up
a stair to a big one, he heard sporadic machine gun fire out
in the brush. Nerves tremored him; there was definitely
some kind of rotten fish in the pot. He looked up; down
from overhead hung the upside-down roof of a large Aframe house, which was surrounded by an upside-down
patio. The A-frame seemed upside down, of course, because
it was built relative to the jungle's gravity referent, whereas
the dock at this point was gravitied relative to the river.
Capst had to laugh. On the dock below the house sat
six gorillas eating out of lunchboxes, while on the patio
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reasoned Eucalyptus smoothly.
"They're very acute about such
things."
Erasmus snorted.
"If you s.iy so, but if u were
up to me, I'd made him walk the
plank. I'd keelhaul him first,
though."
"Erasrn us, don't be so prirrurive."
It took .i while before Capst
got them to foci at ease with
him, but eventually he did. Apparently raids had been made on
the goods their trading post carried, reducing their inventory
drastically and making prices inflate like tractor tires. The monkeys accused the crocodiles of
responsibility, while the crocodiles, on their part, accused the
monkeys of staging raids on
their goods. In any event, Capst
was invited
to stay as
houseguest for awhile if he
thought he could solve the situ·
ation. When they installed him
in a plush room on the second
floor, he didn't exactly object.

right overhead sat six other gorillas, also eating from lunchboxes, but upside down with respect to the first bunch, as
if .the two sets of apes were reflected in bamboozling
mirrors.
A stairway led from dock to patio, pausing at a landing
to switch gravity referent. When he reached the landing,
Capst dived forward, did a handstand, and flipped himself
into the new gravity zone. Previously he'd been climbing
up; now he was happily walking down.
"Top of the morning to you," he greeted the lunch-eating gorillas, but got not even a grunt of reply.
He looked in the flasheous, floor-to-roof A-frame window. The two monkeys were in there, all right, one dressed
in orange, the other flighted in yellow, with Hawaiian
designs. Capst walked in through the open front door.
"Hi, folks," he summoned up as much gumption as he
could. "My name's Capst Fresen. I've heard you've got a
trade war on your hands."
The two monkeys, who'd been bent over accounting
ledgers, looked at him suspiciously.
"We do; what's it to you?" asked Erasmus, the yellowshirted one. "Whose side are you cahooted on, ours or the
crocodiles'?"
"Well, now obviously he must be partly bananaed with
us, or our gorillas wouldn't have let him on the premises,"
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After .i similar odyssey up
the Greenfrond, Prisniffy, garbed in a beautiful floral dress
she'd bought along the way, found herself on a similar dock
before a similar A-frame. Again, the dock girdled the river,
but here the A-frame was graviried with respect to the river,
not the surrounding jungle. And the floor of the A-frame
was not a floor, but an indoor pond. Instead of bearing
floors, the house's upper reaches were filled with beaurifully sculptured, cloud-lordly swimming pools, suspended
like components of a sunset. An elaborate system of waterfilled sluiceways ramped like swans' necks from level to
level, and from pool to pool sighful waterfalls fell. But most
breathtaking of all...Prisniffy could barely believe it...every
piece of furniture floated, and had a miniature outboard
motor attached to it.
"Zvz-Zoom!" yelled out a deep, sandpapery voice, as an
engine rousted up from the background. "Look out below,
you hunk of ballast!"
"Who's a hunk of ballast? You'd better watch out what
you say, or I'll sell your hide to a wallet factory."
"Oh yeah? You do, and I'll turn a taxidermist loose on
you."
Prisniffy shook her head. An alligator with a chartreuse
beret and a crocodile with a heliotrope beret were racing
outboard furniture around the upper pools. The quick
glimpses she could snatch showed the alligator was riding
a bucking mustang sofa while the crocodile rode a sleek

outboard toilet. Prisniffy got terribly nervous; her rag
fibres, which were slowly turning into something like flesh
but much nicer, shrank all up inside. She half wanted to
laugh, half wanted to hide, so she just got down on all fours
and started sniffing everything she could with her gentleinflected nose, for her face had grown into a soft, shy melt
now, and her nose was no longer huge and protuberant.
"Hey, there's somebody downstairs. Let's get her!" one
of the reptiles cried. Outboard engines revved hungrily,
speeding the reptiles down the rampways to ground pool's
edge in seconds. Prisniffy, down on her knees before her
captors, flinched and gulped and wondered if she really
wanted to do what she had thought she wanted to do.
"Who are you?" Al scythed gleaming teeth at her. "One
of the monkeys' lackeys, no doubt."
"Of course she's a monkey-flunkey," judged Crock, the
huger, more ominous of the two. "The bananas are written
all over her. Can't you read them? She's a spy."
"No, I'm not a spy!" She started to get mad. "I'm
Prisniffy Opbobble, and I came here to get eaten."
"Eaten!" exclaimed Al. "What made you come to me
and my cousin Crock?"
"Crocodiles and alligators do eat people, don't they?"
"Crock, is that a service we perform?"
"Nope, not so far as I can see, Cousin. But by the look
of her, she's not a person, either."
"No, I'm a rag-thing, but so what? The rags that I was
made with have grown into something kind of like flesh,
now. I wouldn't taste that bad."
Al's eyes became like kind ebony.
"Girl, if you're that unhappy, you don't need to be
eaten; you need a vacation. C'mon and stay with us awhile
and let us take care of you. We can boat around the house
and have races."
Prisniffy could not believe the feeling of sunrise in her.
Capse dillied around the monkeys house for several
days, trying to decide who was really responsible in the
trade war. Day after day fresh reports came in of raids on
the monkeys' boats. Out in the jungle sounded the staccato
outbursts of guerrilla machine- gun fire. Capst needed the
A-frame's posh carpeting and susurrant air conditioners to
keep his nerves relaxed. Truly this war was ambiguous; he
couldn't find any clarity anywhere. As far as his telepathic
powers went, trying to read these monkeys' minds was
useless; they were as opaque as safari boots.
Then one evening the mosaic began to crisp together.
He was meandering upstairs near Eucalyptus' closed-door
bedroom when he found himself stopping and listening at
the door to a telephone conversation going on within.
"So, Crock, how's our war going on your end? Oh
yes, stiff as an upper lip or a clothesline over here Ho
hum, I daresay war gets almost boring sometimes. We're
lucky we've got a zend investigator to liven it up ... You've
got a what? Weird ... Do you suppose there's any connection? Prisniffy's a pretty name .. Oh, sniffs all the time,

eh?... Okay, good-bye. Don't forget you're coming over for
canasta Wednesday night."
The moment Eucalyptus hung up, Capst slammed in.
"Ha ha! So that's it! You and the crocodiles are the best
of friends, and there isn't any war at all!"
Eucalyptus looked at him as if he were an imbecile.
"Of course there isn't any war. How do you think
Erasmus and I and the crocodiles make so much money?
By pretending there's a war, keeping the flow of goods low
and the prices high. We and the crocks split the profits
fifty-fifty. It's what you'd call a hidden corporation ... even
the stockholders are hidden. Would you like to be one?"
A sudden impulse snapped in Capst.
"I want to call Prisniffy, may l?"
Eucalyptus looked flummoxed.
"Sure, I don't see why not." The monkey tossed him
the flumph of the open Frondland telephone directory,
with the alligators' number underlined.
"Hello, Prisniffy?" he found himself actually speaking
to her, after punching out the touch-tone digits. "This is
Capst Fresen, from the transit stop, remember? I know we
didn't really get a chance to meet, but I've been thinking
greatly of you, and was wondering if you'd go out with me
Wednesday night when our hosts have their card
game ... You would? Oh, that would be wonderful, Prisniffy."
The moment he hung up, his insides were doing dances.
And Prisniffy had sounded like a sunrise with all the goshes
knocked out of it. Even over the phone he could telepath
her out as someone who had been loved lirtle, if at all. That
meant she had deep seressual needs, and from first sight, he
had had seressual fantasies about her. The whole zenden
intimacy system worked on seress, a very beautiful-feeling
force through which those in love could ensplend and
transfigure each other through touch and holding, and
sometimes blend their very presences like shared suns, soft
and scenten, It didn't really matter if the two lovers were
of slightly different races since they were, essentially, doing
no more than blessing and beautifying each other. A romance with Prisniffy would be okay, then. Capst had
wanted a sweetheart for a long time.
Suddenly his telepathic sixth-sense winced in him. Two
fruits, a mango and a papaya that were growing in through
the window, made him nervous. He didn't know why. But
some hair-raising of fear made him leap across the room,
flounce on the bed, grab Eucalyptus' bedside derringer, and
fire two quick shots that blasted the fruits to hot splats.
The echoes died in the air. Eucalyptus was shaking.
"You shouldn't have done that."
"Why? Something told me I should."
Capst went around picking up pieces. Amidst the puree
was a lot of sharded metal.
"Hey, what is this? These fruits have got metal inside."
Going to the window, he ripped away a dangling casaba
melon and tore it open. Nestling inside was "A closed-circuit TV camera! And that mango l shot had a transistorized
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tape recorder in it. I see the spools. This fruit is filled with
bugging apparatus!" He turned toward Eucalyptus accusatorily.
Erasmus stood in the doorway now, tail practically
lashing.
"You wrecked everything," the monkey accused, full
of mixed anger and fear. "We had a paradise here, and you
and Prisniffy could have joined it. Now there won't be
anything."
"You mean you had to have a paradise, don't you?"
Capst acted on a hunch. "Didn't that bugging apparatus
make you stage this fake war to slow up trade, and then
help out with the special effects?"
"Yesl Yes!" the confession tore from Erasmus.
"Who puts that bugging stuff in the fruit?"

"I don't know!" the monkey screamed, his body like a
crumpled paper bag. "It could be anybody, or millions of
anybodies, or the fruits themselves, or maybe the suns or
the moons. Don't you know that this whole jungle is a
hidden communications network? Whoever runs it is irrelevant. You've stepped on its toes, and we're the ones
who will pay the price."
"Go, get your Prisniffy quick if you ever want her at
all," said Eucalyptus, shaking like a sheet. "Get her, and get
out!"
Seconds later Capst found himself hurtling on a private
basket- chair like whose cable shot straight from one of the
monkeys' windows, out across the night-gleaming river,
and into the dark, pulsed jungle. The jungle seemed hungry
and tense tonight as the basket-chair cannonballed down
vegetable grottoes throated with perfumed flowers and
palely phosphoresced fruits. The air was so damp and soggy
1t seemed to thwap his face like a dishrag. There were
night-sounds: voracious roars of lions, swift slitherings of
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cobras. In Capst's body, every nerve was on guard like a
drawn bowstring as he counted seconds of luck-marked
time. The endless growth-clogged miles across which he
swished promised only omnivorous anonymity.
Lights flagoned up, spasms of water hunchbacked by
dockwork reared near, and Capst was dumped right
through the crocodiles' window into the ground floor
swimming pool.
"Capst!" cried Prisniffy, who was boating around on an
outboard kitchen sink/ cupboard unit. "Aren't you a little
early?" The alligator and the crocodile, on their respective
sofa and toilet, boated in close to hear.
"Didn't Eucalyptus and Erasmus call you?" Capst sputtered water, as he pulled himself back up into his basketchair.
"The phone's been dead for over a half hour," rasped
Crock. "What kind of stew is brewing?"
"A kettle of rotten fish. We're in danger, all of us, unless
we get out of here right away."
"Mister, you're crazy, putting it bluntly," said Al. "We
aren't evacuating this joint for anything."
"Prisniffy, come with me, please ... "
"Capst, there's hardly room for two of us in one
basket-chair," she protested, half plaintively, half mockingly.
"There is if we sit close, or you sit on my lap."
She gave a very beautiful smile from her pert-cherry
lips, and her huge, round blue eyes poeticized into gently
plaintive skies.
"Oh, all right, if you really want me."
Like some kind of jackrabbit she hopped up with him.
They scrunched together like compressed breadloaves.
"You'll be sorry for this!" threatened Crock.
"Please leave!" Capst cried. "The electronic surveillance
equipment accidentally got injured .. .I did it ... there's going
to be revenge."
"I don't care what got injured, we won't," declared Al
stubbornly.
Feeling kicked with sickness, fear and guilt, but yet
warm and nestly with Prisniffy so close, Capst maneuvered
the chair for an about-face on its pulley and set it speeding
out the window, up into the air, and into the frondage
again. Just as the chair touched jungle, multiple roars,
deafenings, pandemoniums exploded behind. Whiplashing
back their heads for a rear glance, Capst and Prisniffy saw
the whole clockwork go up in dynamite, the A-frame
buckle and collapse, groan down in flame, a raging orange
Gomorrah, with struts of docks spitzing and twisting and
wild window glass shooting out like eruptions of transfigured scythes. Capst and Prisniffy felt sick inside until two
small moons, one orange one and a pink one, highlighted
on the two reptiles roaring away from the wreckage, one
on a motorboat sofa and the other on a hot, go-power
outboard toilet. Somehow Al and Crock had gotten clear,
and the bizarre forces that, through endless electronic
surveillance equipment, kept the jungle at bay, were hope-

fully appeased.
"I hope the monkeys are all right," murmured Capst.

"I hope I'm forgiven for what I've done. I hate destruction;
it's awful."
Prisniffy, her heart unstoppably happy, held him, held
him, and began to feel fillingsof emptiness she never knew
could be appeased. She reached up, pulled the start-cord,
and sent their temporarily-stoppedchair skimming into the
jungle, which suddenly seemed a whole lot friendlier.
"Where do you want to go, my darling Prisniffy?" he
murmuredto her, for he knew, without knowing her, that
he loved her, and would always be with her.
"I don't know," she said, almost crying as his touch

seressed within her wonderments like glass vases holding
their breaths. They were feelings like spun song, singing
honey, and milk-washedroses all at once. She thought she
wasinheriting some fairy tale. "I just want to ride with you,
ride with you, all through the night, and let morning find
us close and dear miles from anywherewe've ever been."
"As you wish, my Prisniffy," he gentled her soft, yellow
hair as if he were playing a harp, and shared a long, soft
wish-grantingof a kiss with her.
Pulling the appropriate guide-cords,they shuttled their
basket- chair onto another line and sped off through the
humid, heavy- lidded jungle in search of a new dawn.

Feathers in the Wind
Lloyd Alan Fletcher
Jarred was first among the Callers. Not just according
to his own opinion, but to his fellows, that dissolute guild
of wanderers, he was Bird, for no one had Jarred's touch
with creatures that clung to freedom so fiercely. No Caller
could reach higher than the sky.
To the folk he encountered on his wanderings, noble
and common alike, he was Red the Caller, on account of
the flame of hair that spilled like a horse's tail down his
back. Red being the color of life's blood and creative power,
the few who were given such a name bore it as a mark of
respect and influence. And yet, despite the accolades of
citizens, the friendship of nobility, the gold that his talents
brought him, he could not forget that he was, in the
language of his past, simply Jarred: "a feather in the wind."
Jarred tried to ignore the gut-churning roll of the boat,
the unnerving creak of the mast. He peered into the fog
beyond which a mystery awaited him on Karad.
Rarely these days did he need to barter his talents for
the price of comfort; reputation alone was enough to buy
bis ease. But he could not resist a request from such a source,
and so now he found himself at the mercy of a cocky
youngster in a leaky little boat that stank of fish: an impromptu ferry struggling out into an unwelcoming sea.
He knew the Karadin by reputation of course: merchants of renown, source of the Blue Dust. But only once
had he encountered a member of the clan. Years before in
the Northern Hills he had called a savage wolf pack into
the deep forest, away from the settlements it had been
worrying. As he was taking his payment from the local
baron, a very round little man, red of face and bright of
smile, arrived. The Karadin had come to trade their fine
blue powder for tracts of forest. Within the year, the trees
were gone and farming familieshad come to settle, buying
up the Blue Dust by the barrel load. Jarred had not seen the

Dust used so widely until he came to the East.
He relished the Eastern Shore. Here the ocean breeze
was thick with the cries of countless living things that
crawled among the rocks, roamed above the dunes, scuttled
across the flats: an unequaled variety of creatures that he
could make dance to his whisper and sing to his will.
Now, with ten years of wandering behind him, other
pleasures ranked as high as the company of birds. He had
learned to savor the lavish hospitality that awaited his
return to the Shore each year. The Queen of the East was
a frequent client who held banquets in his honor in the
palace high above the brooding sea each winter. It was she
who had help spread the name of Red the Caller throughout
the rich trading cities of the East.
It was to the Queen's City he had come when barely
in his twentieth year, seeking the burdenless life that he
hoped his talents would bring. And here he returned each
winter to spend the dark months learning the complex
social dances of nobility, artisans, and the wealthiest families of the East. Memories of his simple past had begun to
fade with time, like legends told around the camp fire.
The boat began to pitch more violently as it headed
from the lee of the headland into the open sea. The boy gave
an exuberant cry as the sails hammered madly against the
mast and the spray spattered the deck.
Jarred gripped the gunwales, wishing now that he'd
stifled his impatience and taken the long road north to one
of the ports to wait for a merchantman; but the message
had been insistent, and signed by the Grand Karad himself.
"Yer not gonna lose yer guts, are ya mister?" yelled the
boy, grinning.
Jarred shook his head, but that made him feel worse.
He fixed the boy with a stern eye. He was unaccustomed
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